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‘Why so pouty? Ain't getting nothin’ from the missus again?! cooed that deep voice next to my ear in a faux 


innocent manner. 


‘Like that's any of your business, Ellefson; | snarled, rolling my eyes and trying hard to ignore his attempts at 


turning me on. 


He knew just how to flick my switch and push the right buttons, and | knew he was fishing for the story 
telling the reason behind my grumpy mood. | wasn't going to spill, formostly because it was a fucking 
embarrassing thing to admit to. | couln't get it up. Hell, Pam had even been doing her best stripper impression 
and my dick stayed floppy like a dead fuckimg fish. How mortifying is that not for a man? Especially a man my 


age. 


We were sitting on a small, black, worn leather couch in the corner of a tiny coffee room, waiting for the 


scheduled rdio interview to begin. Waiting for our interviewer to call us in and give us green light. It was dull 
and boring, the air was stuffy and there were no windows. Normally, | wouldn't have been so annoyed before a 
interview, | wouldn't have allowed minor flaws to bring me down but as | was already in a rather sour mood. 
hell, | loved talking about the music | make. But right now was probably the worst fucking opportunity to try 


to get me to be nice and behave. It was just me and David. 


Yeah, David. He was sitting next to me, a bit too close. His huge, chocolate brown doe eyes studied me, framed 
by those long dark lashes. There was a small, sly grin on his lips and a feigned innocence in his eyes, hiding the 
naughty demon that wanted to come out and play. 


Leaning back on the couch, | stretched my legs and rested by head against the back of it, sighing heavily and 
puffing out a huge cloud of air. | wasn't going to allow him to play me this time, so | shut my eyes to out a 
wall between us. Why would it make any difference anyway? If | couldn't get it up for Pam, | couldn't get it up 


for him either. 


‘Hey, that's mean, you know l'm your main side chick, snickered David, and | was glad | couldn't see the look in 


his eyes. 
‘Oh yeah? Good for you, | grunted, doing my best to ignore him. 


Until a warm hand landed on my thigh, the palm rubbing gently against the worn denim of my jeans. 
Determined not to acknowledge it, | said nothing and did my best not to tense up. 


‘It sure is good for me. You know, it's been a while since we had the time to fool around, David pointed out, 


always blunt about sex as he was. 
‘| hadn't noticed; | huffed. 


‘Oh, | bet you have, | know you. You love to get it on, so how ‘bout we get back to the hotel as soon as this 
session is done? Make the best of it and tear up the sheets; he purred suggestively. 


| wanted to keep my foul mood but somehow his words were working wonders on me, as if he was somehow 
magically infesting me with his own lust. As his callused but gentle hand slipped higher up my thigh, | tnsed 
barely notably. But of course he'd notice, and not only that, the knowledge that we just might get caught 


seemed to fuel his desire to taunt and tease me. | should have seen it coming. 
‘You know what | wanna do..?' 


Suddenly that voice was lower, a husky tone coating it as what | knew must be his chin pressed into my 
shoulder, hot breath gushing across the side of my face. | couldn't help but gasp just a bit. It sure had been a 
long time since we'd done anything, and suddenly my mouth felt dry, goosebumps breaking out all accross my 
body, pimpling the flesh. | swallowed hard, the infamous sneer tugging at my lips. 


‘Go ahead and tell me, Junior. | finally gave in, challening him to keep it up. 


Forgotten was my grumpiness and irritation, and it seemed as if my dick had forgotten that it wasn't supposed 
to be functioning accordingly as it jumped in response to his ministrations. | felt the air flutter past my cheek 
as he chuckled. A less known talent of David's was his dirty talk. 


‘| want us to fuck. Really fuck. Until we're empty and all dried up: 


Keeping my eyes shut, | focused on the words he was murmuring into my ear. He sure knew how to be a dick 
tease when he wanted, knew how to play sultry and sensuous just right. His hand move up to stroke my inner 


thigh, brushing only briefly against my groin and | instinctively spread my legs for him. 
‘How do you wanna be fucked.” | asked, voice raspy. 


‘| want you to fuck me up against the wall, from behind. | want you to pound me ‘til | scream, | wanna feel 


your cum inside me.. can you see it? Can you feel me push against you, begging for more..?" 


| hissed in reponse, the images of him pressed up against the wall playing before my inner vision. My chest 
flush against his back, sticky sweat between us. My dick sheated inside him, his plush, tight walls squeezing me. 
| love it when he begged for me to fuck him harder, faster. More, more, that's what he'd plead for. 


‘Then | want you to fuck me again while I'm on all fours, fuckin’ own me, fill me again.. it's gonna be all warm 
and sticky, and l'm gonna be so tight, squeezing you.. | don't care if you hurt me, | don't care if you're rough, | 


love it when you screw me.. | love having you dick in me... 


| shuddered as that hand wondered between my legs, cupping my crotch and knowingly teasing my cock into 
hardness, imagning him on his knees as I'd grab his firm ass cheeks, squeezing and scratching them, leaving 


bleeding marks. He'd shiver, sink down onto his forearms, he'd whimper and whine. Screaming my name. 


He knew just how to get it right, the right pressure supplied to all the right spots. The fingers of his free 
hand began to wander through my hair, twirling one curl at a time around themselves before letting it spring 
free. I'd always loved hair play, and | grunted as those bass roughened fingertips grazed my scalp. It might be 


thinner these days, but my mane was still my main trademark. 


‘tm gonna scream your name, gonna make everyone hear me cum for you.. then | wanna suck your cock, l'm 
gonna do it nice and good, swallow all of you.. but you're gonna lemme know when your close, | want you to jizz 
all over my face. then l'm gonna wipe it off with my fingers and lick it all up.. you know | love the way you 


taste, | can't get enough.. I'll jerk myself.. cum all for you.. 


My back arched as | envisioned those pink, soft lips stretched wide around my flesh, watching myself glide in 
and out of wet warmth, fucking his face. He loved it when | grabbed his cheeks, when lhold his head and pump 


into him. | could see his hand moving up and down his cock, fast and hard until his seed shot out. 


It bewildered me how | could go so long and yet feel no lust for my own wife, yet the bass player of the band, 
my best friend, could get me throbbing hard and panting like a racehorse even now when I'd passed fifty. | felt 
Junior rub his palm harshly against the shaft of my cock, the fabric of my jeans and boxers creating a 


delicious friction, especially as he lingered against the head. | swear, he was making me dizzy. 
‘I-l'm gonna fuck you til you can't - walk straight, | growled, having trouble keeping my voice level. 


My breath hitched, my hips stuttering as he rubbed fingertips harshly against the head of my cock, his other 
hand tracing patterns all across my nape and the back of my head. | felt the surges of pleasure, white hot and 
buzzing like electrical currents, running down my spine and stabbing my groin, my balls tight. Fuck, I'd been blue 
balled for so long he might just make me blow a gasket from this. | wasn't even able to debate over whether 


that would be an intelligent idea or not. | wanted to come, because goddamn, he did this so well. 


‘Uh-huh, | expect nothing less.. we'll get some rest, I'll give you a back massage, one of those you love, tease 
you ‘til you're ready to blow again, | know you got it in you.. then I'm gonna roll you over and ride you like 
there's no tomorrow. l'm gonna bounce and grind and roll my hips, gonna drive you crazy; his lustful voice was 


almost a moan now, a warm wet tongue dipping into the shell of my ear, making my body jerk. 


Fuck he made me so horny, I'll never understand how he does it. Keeping my eyes closed, | pictured him 
straddling my hips, bouncing up and down, his hair messy and his lips quivering. Hi thighs would wuake, they 


always do when he's close. 


‘I'm gonna ride you fast and good, and you know what you're gonna do.” he taunted, teeth nipping at my 
earlobe, sending passion all the way into my toes and the ball of white hot pleasure growing in my groin, 


spreading down to my knees and pulsing. 
| was going to come, and | didn't give a fuck 
‘Wh-why don't you t-tell me..?” | managed to croak, needing to hear what his answer would be. 


| felt silky smooth lips againsy my ear as he whispered, ‘You're gonna roll me over, hook my legs over your 
shoulder and pound me until my head hits the headboard. I'm gonna scratch your back, and I'm gonna cry and 
drool, cumming so hard | pass out, the way only you can make me cum when you own my body, when you 
dominate me. When l'm your slut: 


That did the trick as | crossed the point of no return, the image of him beneath me, sweat soaked with his 
legs spread as far they would go, his swollen dick shooting pearly string of juices etched into my mind as | 
soiled my pants, body jolting. | think | growled, my toes curling and eyes rolling back into my head. Fuck, | hadn't 


had an orgasm for so long, and Junior always knew how to make me shoot my load. 


Panting heavily, | opened my eyes, my vision swimming. | couldn't wait to get back to the hotel room, to throw 
him down and ravish him over and over again until he was reduced to a limp mess, shivering and shuddering on 


the bed. | ran a hand through my damp hair. It was only then that | realized l'd surrendered again, allowing him 


to control me and my urges. And as | shifted, | became painfully aware of the stickiness glueing my underwear 
to my crotch, wrinkling my nose in disgust. Looking down, | mildly panicked as question remained how | was 
supposed to cover the huge wet stain soaking the croth of my jeans. | looked like a horny teenage boy who 
couldn't contain himself. 


‘Fuck. | sighed, rubbing my face, the sour mood returning. 


David's ass was going to pay, quite literally. 


